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beneath the German bombers, he worked side by side
with the man in the white hat. Was not this the
battlefield, here in these London streets, as truly as
it had been in the fields of France and Flanders?
Were not these devoted A.R.P. workers all members
of an army comparable in spirit and devotion to the
one he must shortly quit for ever ? What difference
did it make that they wore civilian clothes, that they
were civilians ? What did the uniform or the rank
matter ? After all, it was the job that counted. And
these men were getting on with the big job. And he
with them. . . . No, he had not come to the end.
Only to another beginning. . . .

He wasn't foolish enough to imagine that he would
cease to regret his broken career. He would regret
that till his dying day. There would be bad moments.
But at any rate, while this^war lasted he had his
place. ...
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